I08                           GOLDEN HORN

When I reached Basra in July 1915, General Townshend
had driven the Turks from Amara and was proposing to
defeat them at Es-sinn; this he did by a bold and bril-
liant move that nearly (but not quite) annihilated the
Turkish Army in 'Iraq. For three months I followed the
fortunes of the glorious 6th Division up the Tigris;
photographing the Turkish positions from our old aero-
plane, bombing the enemy transport, sketching the
route to Baghdad. And now, in the fine autumn weather,
I looked forward to seeing Townshend ride in triumph
into the city of the Caliphs, while I circled overhead in our
Maurice Farman " Longhorn."

There was need for some spectacular success in Meso-
potamia to offset the check at Gallipoli : Townshend was
the man to restore our waning prestige. When, therefore,
I rose from my bunk in a river barge an hour before
dawn on November the I3th, and swallowed a raw egg in
Worcester sauce before setting out on an attempt to cut
the Turkish telegraph lines west and north of Baghdad,
I felt that I was in the stream of great events.

That was my last meal as a free man for two and a
half years.

Unconscious of impending fate, a glow of satisfaction
pervaded me. I had baked for several weeks in the Tao,
a red-hot little Tigris tug, and I was sick of her smell, her
food, her convivial skipper* Now I would be quit of them ;
in a few days the battle of Ctesiphon would begin. When
it was over, I had been promised a course of training in
England to qualify me as a pilot in the Royal Flying
Corps.

The night sky looked good : it was clear, cool, strewn
with the ineffable stars that turn men's souls to God in
the desert. I thanked Him for my luck : that He should